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a young lady came. She had heard that in India
the students serve the teacher in the forest
retreats, "Let the student, sacrificial fire in
hand, approach the teacher." She went into the
forests, gathered a few sticks of dry wood and
went to the Swami's tent. "Yes, come in/' the
Swami said, hearing someone at his tent. She
entered, laid the wood before the Swami and sat
down. The Swami at once understood the mean-
ing and he was touched at the simplicity and
humility of this highly cultured young lady.

It was a sweet life and it was surprising how
soon new-comers imbibed the spirit of the place.
There was no idleness, it was a life of external
and internal activity. The Swami was full of
fire and the fire was communicated to the
students. Enthusiastic and sincere, everyone
tried his best to realise God.

There were no formal rules or regulations in
the Ashrama and once a student asked the Swami
to make some rules. "Why do you want rules,"
the Swami said, "is not everything going on
nicely and orderly without formal rules ? Don't
you see how punctual everyone is, how regular
we all are ? No one ever is absent from the classes
or meditations. Mother has made Her own
rules, let us be satisfied with that. Why should
we make rules of our own? Let there be free-
dom, but no licence. That is Mother's way of
ruling. We have no organisation but see how
organised we are. This kind of organisation is
lasting but all other kinds of organisation break